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T h e  c r a d l e  o f  a l l  t h e r e  i s
It had n o t  been raining 
that day or the day before,
though  the forecast 
was mostly grim most
o f  the time, as if the talk 
o f  rain m ight keep it away
or at least harbor 
a bit o f  hope for those
outside, such as a friend 
I saw on cam pus
that m orn ing , an acquaintance, 
really, and we talked
briefly abou t the  leaves, 
the fires burn ing , and even
the way the days are nam ed 
by the glow o f  light
above their horizons, which 
led me to ask her what she
was teaching that semester, 
bu t she told me she wasn’t
teaching, w hich  was fortunate  
because she had found out the day
before that she had cancer, 
news that changed the name
of that day in such a way that 
I d idn’t know where we were
or who we are. O f  course,
I asked what we, my wife and I,
could do for her and she
told me to have another baby in such
a way that it seemed like pu tting  one 
foot in front o f  the next or like handing
the husk o f  a season to the next, 
saying: “Here, this is yours because
you will know better than I what 
to do with it and what to call it.”
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